He caught and tied her, so they say,
Down to his bedside by her hair.

To some low quarter of the town,
Escaped a second time, she flew;

Her beauty brought her great renown
And many lovers here she' knew,

When, as the mystic Eastern night
With purple shadow filled the air,

Behind her window framed in light,
She sat with jasmin in her hair*

At last she loved a youth, who chose
To keep this wild flower for his own.

He in his garden set his rose

Where it might bloom for him alone.

Cholera came; her lover died,

Want drove her to the streets again,

And women found her there, -who tried
To turn her beauty into gain.

But she who in those garden ways

Had learnt of Love, would now no more

Be bartered in the market place
For silver, as in days before*